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WHEN MR. FROG WENT
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daughter, had gone down

to the negro quarter to
see Aunt Milly, the oldest negress on the plontition—
Aunt Milly, whose turbaned head waus full of stories
of ards reptiles, insects and every Tiving eres ture that
lived in the swamp; and the hittle girl hid seircely sat
down n front of the eabin door and produced her
patch-work when a frog happed from under the sill

SHT‘H\', the planter’s little

Startled, Sophy sprang up with a screem,  Then,
ashamed of her fear, she sot down agan
Aunt Milly viewed the frog meditatively. “De

frog use o wilk about ik folks ™ As she spoke, the
frog paused a few feer away as of to hear, and Sophy.
resuming her patch-work, awaited the story which ex
perience had taught

By SAMUEL MINTURN PECRK . .07

drawed on he come to de aidge o' de swamp, an'

dur he seed Miss Lizard, what lived in a corner of
de mil-fence 'monpgst de shumach an”™ de black-

bherry bushes: in' snon's he Lid eyves on Miss Lisird
he sav: “Diit’s de gal for me!” An' he couldn’t keep
his eves off 'n her.  Seem to himidut Miss Lizard was
de mest beautfullest thig in all de swamp—cep'n his
own se’'f. She was lone an’ slim, wid a soft, hrown
skin an’ hittle feet. an® op an’ down her body run de

brightest valler stripes, jest Ik gold An’ smn’in’
dor de frog, he say agiine 'Dat’s de gal for me. |
com jost see myse'f now powalkin® for de cake wad

face since 1 was borned
Jest go down
to de creck an' ghmpse hic’

“Wid dit. de hzord run off through de dry leaves
Lk & shuttle through de loom, gigghn' it to kill herse'f,
an’ lef" de frog stan’in® dor wid Tus mouf open,

*tUplv?  Is §ouelv? ' siv de frog o hisse'f, ‘Hit's
onpossibile!” Al de s me, he started for de creel whar
de smike lived, * He jest 'hleeged 1o see hisse'f one
time, snake or no snake

“When he ot to de water, he aned over de bank
to have & look, an’ what he seed made him onghty migh
drip in de ervek. Bless Gawd! he wis dat ugly he
wak skeered at his own se'f.  An’ hol'in’ on to a willer
limh. he ‘Fonto ory P tears fall so fast dey maide a
splashin’ in de creek,
an’ Mr. Fish he nizto

[}

her was comning
“Yes, de frog he
use” o walk about
wid stringht legs luk
folks, an® his mammy
dressed him . de
finest clo'es, an' kep'
a-tellin® him how
pretty he was, nll
when he was growed
up, bless Gawd! he
Tlowed ' he de
grandest bean in all
de swamp,”™
“0Oh, Aunt Mill!
The [rog pretiy? ™
“Dat's what he

wis

MNowed, honev. Ao’
hit's  dat way wl
lots o' ugly folks. Ik
ughest pussons |
ever sot CVESs On
never thoughr  dey

W u;:T‘vf ]1'.-%{‘-\.._\'7,
”I}l'_‘"illi.l!('\' Hevwenl
dey had a
VOICe, or i winsome
or some’h’n’ or
other dat wis
better'n beauty 10
please folks wad
Hit's natur, honey
“Howsomever, as
[ was a-sym’, de
frog thought he wis
jest about de pret-

swert

de top o' de water to
see what was de mat-
ter—if hit was rainin’.

“Now, de fisb he
hadn't ghmpsed de
frog since he was a
little boy, an’ he wus
mighty cur'ous an'
full o talk. He never
seed nobody cry e
fore: for in de creck
nohody ever enes or
if dev does hit can't

be tole, kaze ex
thing's kivered
water. Howsaomever,
de fish knowed
trounhle when he seed
hit. an” he say
What's de mat-
**Mr. Fish,’ hiub-
bered de frog, ‘

jeet full 6" ms'ry !
**ls your mammy
dead?” axed de 1fish;
*‘Nao.' say de frop,
‘wuss'nm dit’ In
he tole all s 'stress,
*La, 18 dat all?*
sav e fish
**Am't hat enough?’
say de frog. An' de
ars went to splash-
in" ag'in, an' de fish
he got skeered.,

v

tiest thing what ever

was born nto  de “*For Gawd’ssake,
X f - iy .F" > .- . . Y

worl’, an’ when he ﬁ stop .hc say, -‘r

was growed up he e, you'll raise de creek

went a sparkin’,  He ] an’ drown  yerse'f.

dressed  hisse™f up in ViitonT i an s You aint no ugher'n

his finest clo'es an’ ' — e B your pappy. an’ he

strutted up an’ down Yes, de Frog He Use to Walh About Wid Straight Legs, Lalt Folhs™ got mi rricdd.”

de swamp, swingm’ *“*Dat’s so. but he

his cane, an” walkin® his Sund v w lak he owned
de whole vesrth But, somehow, he  couldn’t make
up his mind which one o de swamp gals w favor.  If
he eomld jest make up his mind, dat would settle hit,
for he was dat vain an' biggerty he Nowed any gal
would have tam for de axmn’

Ko de frog, he stratted roun’ an’ about de swamp,
haoldin® his head high, an’ ghmpsin® 21l de g 1s out de
corner of his * Dar was Miss Male, on Miss Musk-
rat, on’ Miss Possum, an’ de fiel” mouse’s mine diughters;
an' he glimpsed "em all, but dudn't none of "em sut
tom.  Miss Maole, she was nughty slick an’ shinv, an’” at
fust sight he thought she mought doto marry wid.  She
sholy wos qqoiet, an’ never € 1 a wond; an’ she wis
Bline, an’ if so be he marrivd her he mought go on
a-beamin’ de vother gils same o5 f he wasn't married
But on de vother han’, if Miss Mole wes his wife he'd
have to live under de groun’, an’ dot didn’t sue him at
all.  No, he eouldn’t marry wid Miss Male

“An' as for Miss Musk-riot, she wouldn't do, Kaze
she was always a-diggin® in de mud.

"When he come to de nine daughters o de fiel”
mouse, dey all looked alike, an’ dey was too teenchy
for him. He wanted a wife what would cut a figger
n de worl’,  So he pass de ficl’ monse’s gals wil o
sport, same as if dey was dirt, an’ ole Mrs. Fiel” Mouse,
who was a-sittin’ h_\‘ de door wid ber nine :I'.nu:hh-f\:,
<he hyern dat snort, an’ hit made ber mad enough to

im

hust

“Now, de was only Miss Possum lef' an when he
weed her, de frog, he sav: ‘I wouldn’t marry wid dut
{: 1 thing for nothin® an’ nobady’

“All ' de morin® de frog sarched for a wafe “thout
findin" anyhody to his mind.  But when de afternoon

dit gal.  Bless Gawd! she's mos’ as pretty as | s

“*Den he kind o loafed up to de raal-fence, a-twirhn'
his handkerchief, an’ sav: “Mormin’s, Miss Lizard.’

"An" de Lizasnd. she siy Mr. Frog, s dat yon?
Dis ain’t mornin’. hit's afternoon.”  An she piggle

Pt don’t make no difference,’ le frog, "hat's
always mornin” whe r von s Miss Lizand

“Pen Miss Lizird, she peep at him over her fan an’
gigple ag'in. She wis jest fwsd of devaiiment, w.s Miss
Lizird, un’ she ‘llow she ewine have some fun.  But de
frog. he thought she was wiggiin® Kize she was shy, an’
dist mi de him want hes ail de more

“*“Miss Lizond, what you rechan fotch me out to-day
say de frog, winkin' his eye

“* Lawd-z-massy! how can T tell what fote h yer? 1
don’t know what's gwine on i de men’s minds,” say?
Miss Lizard, ladin® behine her fan.

“*Miss Ligard, T'se a-lookin® for a wife. 1 Teen all
over de swi miph, an’” -]niml all e gals, an’ o an’ twihol’,
vou's de onhiest one whit | favors.  Ain't a gal i de
swomp cian hole a can’ie to vour an’ | want you i set
de div—an' set hit soom, T ein’t wait long, kaze dem
besutiful v ller stripes o' yonrm done wrop de "se'ves wll
roun’” my heart.’

“*‘Den, Mr. Frog, vou cirn jest nnwrop ‘em.” say de
lizard, tossan” her head T wouldn’t morey wad von
if strung wid dimunds. You's de
critter I ever seed!” An' de e nd she Tnughed from
her head to her taal

“*Me ugly!” say de frog, fallin’ ghin o pane saphn’
*Jest look @t my straight rri:\ |

“UPDat amt nothin®.  Dem str
makes vour look Lek a osh pertater wid straws stuck in
hit. An [ never seed «ch

sy

v WS g st

irht Jees o' vourn

vour Gwe—bless Gowel!

married somebody as ug.y s hise'f. [ wants to marry
wid de hizard,” say de frog.

“When he hyverd dat word, de tish he swum
close ta de frog an’ whispered through a hubble:

“If yvou does whut I tel yer, you can marry de hz-

up

ard. Jest look at me! 'se all Kivered wid silver
scales. You ax why? Hit's kaze 1 swims in de
water. Shuck off dem clo'es, an' jump in de creek.

If you eome a-swimmin' a few times wid me, you'll
shine lak de sun—you'll look so fine, nobody can't suy
no to yer.'

“Den de frog he trambled all over, an’ say he skevred
o' de snake; but de fish “low dat de snake was in his
hole. an' wasn't comin’ ont dat dav. So, de frog
shucked off his fine clo'es, o n’ jumped in

“Now hit chenced &t day, ifter de freg went by
ole Mrs. Fiel” Mouse en” her nine daunghters, an’ snorted
#t 'em. de ole lady she was so mad she conldn't rest
She jest “bleeged 1o ke a wulk to cool off, Scem
Iak 1o Mrs. Fiel” Mouse no widder wom noin de whale
wirl” ever hod de trouble what she h D rwas all
flem g Is o hern, all twins, an® not & oe o em mar-
ried. o Tge ged to b morried, an™—"

*“Aunt Milly,” interrupted Sophy,
coulin’t he twins!"

“Huh? Not twins? Well, if dey wisn't twins, hit
wuss'n dat, for dey wis all borned ut de same

“nine children

wo<
fime

“Oh.” smd Sophy.

“Yes, ole Mrs Fiel” Mouse was powerfule feard she
pwine hiave i puck of ole maids on her hin’s.  An' den
o b snorted at by diat aggerty as if her famy wig
dirt! Hit was So she went
walkin' to ¢l walked] e

she could stan.’

Bt furdier she

more i

i

de

e — el L PP



